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needed
me."”

that balande, payvment was

refnsed
A longe patiEae, then:

HEL wes after thar, some time after that,
that T took Joe Askew. 1o was the adminis-
veator of the San Fevnunde raneh at Lerdo
1 kept kint sixteen days. His ransomt was the
amonnt of that batamee dueme,  And it was
paid, sennrita—there ape costain velulions he-
tween certain wmines and cortain ranches—by
the very men who had vefused me that bal-
ance before.”

Then:

“1t 43 true, too, that I have taken to et
for my men—fron Amevicans and Mexicans
alike. Byt mot in pure wchbery, sehovitd,
but as a wil in a bitterly fought and
poverty strieken revolution. 1 have not only
vot been the encemy of Americans, but T nave
beon their friend, their protector, There sare
muany of your countrymen who have lived
here who will tell you that, but they o not
write for your press.

Another period of pondering.

“Tn 1012, when Orezeo was on the stan-
pede and the situgtion looked bad, 1 ordeved
all American families from the surrcundings
1o concentrate in 'Horresn, 1 put bwenly enrsy
at their disposal when ears were like the very
hreath of our fAgkting life. T gave them all
1 could possibly get together of entables, |
cave them rozes to dothe work and an es-
cart of my best men. And [ sent them
thraugh, like this, to the border. TIn 1910
apain I sent out hundreds of families under
my protection. And later, again, Traly, getio-
rita, I tell vou that 1, Villa, alone, have been
responsible for the saving of hundreds of
American lives and millions of American dol-
lars., Millions of pesos of silver have: bein
curried by me mogafety from American mines
o the main line of vailroads: and yef your
neople call me ‘Villa, the bandit.” This weinhs
vpon me. This injustice weichs, 1 wish your
neople instead of jndeing me through your
papers would actnally try me before a tri-
haral. 1 would dsk for nothing hetter than
that, to be judeed for my deeds before an
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open court:

Again the heavy sigh. Silence. Then the

lauph, The Jofe was on his feet.
VN qonbtor, generital For T am a man in
sverything ‘dinillusionado do lo wide" (disil-

lusioned with 1ife). Tiet u2 give yvou some eof-
fee until the time of supper, amd then 1 will
present yon to Villa the syorker, the organ-
izop, tho farmer and builder.”

HE family came in to he presented.

Tlie present Seiora Jd= Villa i3 o/ gentle,
pretty- Mexican woman about thirty. She
wore a white peseale deess, and her hair was
hrushed back soft!y into o small koot at the
nupe of her ribck, Her voice was bxceptionally
low, almost a whisper.

Then there was Angusiing Villa's oldest
Ausustin iz nine. Then Octavio, ahout seven,
and two Httle girls, Faeh ehild came up anil
towed very pretéily and then ran over to
Villa and took his hand and kissed it He
patted them all, but it was clear from the
first nioment the nidest, holds
the bizgest apart of his futher’s affection.

S0rl,

that Auppstin,

UThis hioy, schorita,” said the Jéfe, “can
vide any horse on the vanch. And shoot!—
shew your rifle to the esnorita, my son

Angustin produced from behind the piano
1 hupe rifle. T4 was

big he could hardly handle it alone.

Mgeer than ke, So

He laid
uprpil o
"hen its wreappings. Then
ech protector, He held up the
hiny gan bavrel proudly.

it across his | g knees  an
£

the leather Lo
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spubithat Sset a by

“Of cours

itne, *It

not,” scormed Aumusting ated
2 thirty-thiruy.’”

T

Weo are ‘nurar hombres' heve, senovifa)’”
guid Villa. And then: *“To-morrow, my Hltle

You can invite the ‘senorita to sHoot at
the tarrel wWilh the orchard, and gev
whoo ghall avin.™

you in

The invitation aecepted:
and retired to
plunios  The i
we went Abross
dinir TOHTE.

This iz anothet big, plain, squate roam ol
white wall

The gun wrapped
yeful post behind the
thres oeut Tov paayy; Ful
thirsun deenchield patio tw Lhe

and tile floors, 1tz only furnitnre,
a hupe tabie with o beneh on either side, gud
vborack.
shelf below, gave 1
vista of 0 slove like a2 restaurant
twe oY thirse wWonjen sor
were served by an old rane

Bl &
One had a
range, wand
ants bt work. We
11

A Window cut in one wall, w

o whe latelien.

nan named Pepe—

ecoffen witn milk and sweet bread and butter.

Villa urged tlie butiey upon us—home mads
from the crean of 1he derseys—did we niot find
it to our taste? Then he weed Ton Bidwar-
da's pinctv-poso Stetzon lyingg neglipontly on

tha flaor.

“But

o

vhat is thiz, amipge? When T have had

a ravck built espocially for fine hats!l” e or-
derud Hépé to install the Stetaoniin state.

'III". ASKED us about the TUnited States.
' What sortief man was Harding?
port of man was thiz othe
wera their int
petroleres? Thiz ol question should be spl-
tled. That 1« what he hud

411 d BT |
power now in the

What
Wik

What of the

une, Fughes?
fons to Mexico!

10 those 1
he ofl question
ektlod] fipstand with justice. Mexico

enpital,

must ho

must keep fri with the Iinifed States.
We were neipghhors, Nejghboring pancher
tood togetaer when there was troubie From 1h
outsidi. And so it was with countries. And

tnere might be trouble for the United Stat
from the cutside—who knows? Now «Hoowis
powerful and all others

wire flatlering snid
pretending Triendahip. But in thelr Hearts
there was envy and all were whicpring Lo

B
're AT oR

4
themselves, ‘Caramba, guo ricon eaf
Gee! how 1

rich Lo

terrible forve.

fennle are)
If trouble should come, why,
fizhit for ber neighlor. OF
The creation of false feeling hetwoen
the two cour

Ny

R awim
HExeo

would
COUTHE.
cries wae wll wrong,  Ilbwas the
s € the i 8 -in hoth nations, Bul the
Especialiy dil the Ameri-

can people underctand.

plia urderatood,

Here was w puehly
culto (a enlicred peanle), A people that ennld

not be impored upon.

That was the strength
of the niwd Stutes—its e hin “culto—whila
Yy poor peoplel—so fpnorant, so helpless, so

He wighed Lin strange,

anily imposcd upon

wigh and

louked aul the dove inio tho
. Mexicun sinul
W were ail otk A uadden sadnens, W
myliene, meoraed B0 permicate eveiyiliing,

ihe Jéle's pursonality bs so powerful that he

npri

impresses his moods overwhelmingly on all
whe are near him.

He brought his eyes hack to us, fixing us
with his stare. '

“A democracy avas a useless thing unless its
people were cultured.” Yes, lie had come to
this conclusion. Worse than useless—danzer-
ois! The only hope for Mexico was to educate
the poor people.  And for this they could learn
miieh frem the United States. e himself had
lived eight months in California. He
cotld et cpedk Enelish, only a few words, but
e knew the Amevican people.  He laughed
now, snd went on.

When he wasin San Franciseo he had two
thousand pesos i his poeket, but he was hun-
gery all day beeause he did net know how to
ask for anything to cat, only a little frait
from o wagon, Finally, at night, hunger
armed his courage. He went into a restaurant
and sat down. When the waiter came, he gave
him $10 and pointed first fo himself and then
to the kitehen. The waitey understood, and,
taking his hand, led him oul into the kitchen,
and from one pot to another. *“All the food
was different from any 1 had ever kmown, so
Lidecided by the smell, 1 said ‘esta’ and ‘esta’
until 1 had picked out enough. Then the waiter
{onk me hivek to the table and brought me what
I nad chosen. 1t was a good meal, too, The
nose is mueh to be trusted,

“Later I went to Los Angeles. One day 1
tried to speak in Finglish Lo a geatleman on the
street, and he hit me. I did net hit back, be-
catse Lodid not know why we were fighting.
Instead, [ stepped aside and followed him un-
til he arvrvived at his home. That cvening 1
sent a friend who could speak lnglish to this
house to inquire why 1 had been hit. The
Anserican was so pleased by my attitude he
hecame my friend; and later gave me a conges-
sion Tor cutting woed up in the hills. T lived
here with anether Ameriean family, and, as
thi seriora was nol very well, and asz ig the
c¢itstom . in the United States, the house was
without even one servant, 1 o=ed to get up
cariy—I have always been accustomed to got
up early—and make the fire and lay the table
and lhave everything in movimiento hefore the
Family came down. They liked me very much,
that Ameriecan family, and weére sorry when
[ folt I lad to return to my country., And
now, if you are enough refreshed’-——

“;’TC GATHERED our hats deecorously from

{he pack, and went out into the white
light again, the beautiful white light of Iate
afternoen in Mexico. Villa Jed the way across
the patio to the entrance arch.

On the left the eflice, A biz oak roller top
desk, A fling ecabinet. “Truly an office,” said
Villa with pride.

On the right. the room of “los galles.” Row
after row of fiehiting eatks piled in crates, one
on top of the other.

AT like fighting cocks! said the Jife. “Lam
a man without viees. 1 do notf drink, and 1
do not gamble, and T smeke but Little; but
like *los gallos.
Cherri,

(R TAl

And look st this ene, El Valiente—
Ah! Here is one you will want to see—Weel-
som. Come heve, Wealson!  He is not much
of a bivd, this Weelson, but"—— It just oc-
curred toome then that the bedraggled fighting
cock he was holding out for my inspection was
naried in honer of our former President.

“Not much of a bird, you say?" laughed Don
Eduardp,

SO0, he's all right, only™

“Only what, Don Franeiseo?"

UNothing, 1 was fust thinking, that is all
OF course, Wilsin was not my Triend, but—
never miud, Feta bien”

Hoetier name one for Harding,!

He stapped,

was Don
Loearndo’s tactful suprestion, after a rather
puuomforiable papse.  The Jéfe laughed.

StApding! Good! T pick out a fighter.”

The seiora drew me astde,  “What does that
ey, "Arding !t “And why do they
latph 2"

We left the pullos—Woeelson, "Arding ot
went aut inte the front, past the
chuzel, to a0 bullding in course of construe-
tior,  Workmen were very busy here.

“his ois the sehool, senorita;  Soon i will
Now the children go every day Lo
an crdinary little house, and a young lady
hedire theit lessons, Bat M a fesy months all
will be installed Wi will have desks,
T

she asked,

ali—and

e done.

hf‘l'l'.
hooks, tearhers—al] that is necessary.
butldinge is acearding to my ideas’” There
were lomer, narrow rooma built arvound the
fonr sides of a court. We went into the firet
(18 428

“This is for the heginners:
wilthows: e high.

You mee, the
That is my speeial iden,
g that noochidd can Jook out and be diverted
framy his stailies, Tfers @ll must be serisws.
Phere children must tearn. When a youngstor
pnters this sehoul all he needsiis inside these
walls. The key can be turned; and nobory
eof put. exeept to eut.  Qhildren eliould

chiool: 1 shall see to thatl" Again
“1 mupself have never bad one day in
chigel,  Not one day. T ar very jgnorant.

I ocan vend & little, and write o littlo, that i=
all,  And T lgarpeld after T was @ man., Hov-
"mow dke lauch, “I ecan sign my uame.”
Serious aeeain,  “Bot my sons shall be m-
First here at Canutillo, where they
e in the Trong bobk«s and
the Wie of the from natural things,
That 18 nnportant for a man, mest inportant
of «ll.  To-morrow wvou shall see at the
hlanea' how ‘my  sonm Aupustin  ean shoot.
Liater 1 shall send them away to learn more
in the United States.”

erueheds
aprhiool

ranch

FEVIEN we saw the bodepas full of wheat,

This 12 a beautiful bivd, Eb

“How many heetoliters did we guess?'’

Dan Eduardo must gae if he ecoauld ealeulinte,
Tan thousand? Clese! Good! And aval
it throuph the fngers; was it not ¢lean?

Wi paw the mowers, and the thrashers,
atid the plows, and the bjarrows—all Amer-
tan made,

'\_\’r- suw the carpenter shop.

We saw the hlacksmith shap.

THen we #aw the new stalls, with -oncrels
feed hioxes, for the horses, We Inoked over
fhe Jofe's favorite mount, and Augustin's
nony, and many others,

W wnw the cows,  And the goats,

By then it was almost dark, We erosped
u pmall stream on o plank and went {nto the
orehard, A wide path led under tha treey.
Tho shadows wera long. It was boeautiful,

Theve were muny men Just loying off work,
They wtepped anide as wo passed, and saluted

Run

the Jéfe. They were working ameng the po-
tatoes and tomatoes and onions and garlic,
planted betwebn the trees.  Villa stepped up
i0 three of then

“Will you, friends, have the kiwlmzss to go
Lo the lower field and bring us some water-
melons?™  The men started off, eager to be
of service, We sat on the ground {o wait.

The talk was of different melons. Whith
varietivs were the better. (That was some-
thing that was fo impress me continually
during our vizit—the so-called fierce and dic-
tatorial Villa asking our adyice again and
apain, on all sorts of subjects.) e said he
wished he could gel hold of some seeds of
American melons.

Then the “friends' eame with two {ine big
ones. We took them with us to the house, the
Jife carrying ane, and Don Eduarvdo the other.

Back again to the sala.  Villa seated him-
gelf on a straight backed chair, and we grouped
curselves in a little semi-eirele about him,
First he ealled for plates and a knife. While
theswr were heing brought he ealled for water
to wash his hands.

A young woman brought him the lintle
stand with the bowl and piteher. She poured
out the water for himi and handed him the
soap. Then she poured elear water over.
This done, she handed him the towel, Louis
the Fourteenth, in all the prandeur of Ver-
sailles, could not have accomplished his ablu-
tions with move primitive formality.

The little washing outlit was fhen pat be-
fore each of us, and the same veneral ceve-
mouny gone through with, while Villa pro-
ceeded to cut the melon with groat definess.
Ile proportioned the thin slices between us
and ealled for boxes. The young woeman

&

tiiem day and mnight, until now there are
searcely any left. But still there are fleas.
Of what use arve fleas, friend? 1f there is a
God why should he make such things as a flea?
How could o God think of a flea? That is what
[ don't understand, Of what purpese is'a flea?
Born only to idleness, to ecat and then to
‘pascar, Muy paseadores, fleas, Never sleep
nor let sleep. Rats! mice! fleas! What a
fight it has bLeen to estublish order here! Do
you not think, friend, you could gend me some
sort of puwders to serve these last?

“Surely Il send you some flea powder, Don
Prancisco,  How much do you want?”

“About fifty kilas™

“But that’s enough to kill all the fleas in
the world!”

“Well, welve gol, all the fleas in the world!”

UNI'*“ORTUN.-\TIG prospeet for bed.

It was time—after 9. The Villa family,
like most Mexican families, vetires early., The
children hLad gone long betfore.

It seems I wis Lo have the big brass bed in
state. The Jéfe and his senora would hear of
no other arrangement, declarving they would
find themselves very comfortable in the next
room with the children.

The young givl brought fresh water. The
ceiora turned dewn the covers, Villa put a
chadr at the head and set the lamp on it. “May
vou rest wall, senorita.  Until to-morraw,"’

1 undressed and slipped inte immaculately
dlean sheets. Over me a white embroidered
counterpane, My tived, dusty head on an ex-

quisite hand-made pillow slip.

Sp. this was the hed of Villa.
the light.

Soon the door opened saftly.
contle volee—

“The weneral says Lo leave the door to us

I blew out

The senora’s

The author and a leading Villista at the entrance to the Patio

brought two and set them hefore us
svere for the einds. We ate with relish.

Hardly was this over when it wis supper
thie. The Jéfe, it geents, never takes supper,
bt he went with us to the tabile,

A flgrure appearedioutside in the dark.

“Exeuse me, mi general, but Antonio 18
angry against Tpnacio Maviinez and has gone
to his house for his pistol.”

STake it away from him immediately—you
and Felipe—and Tock him up with the gallys
for tosnight.”

“Esta hien, mi general”

The meident passed without eomment.

Thy

B

ATER, out in the patio, in the fresco. Whut
profound stillness! What an overwhelm-
ing sense of jsolation! IHow many, many
stars!
STl e, friend! sald the Jéfe suddienly to
Don Edgardo, *do you believe there is a Gad?"
“Yes Filo. Don't you, Don F
44 know. U wender. Sometimes [
And then 1 look at the
stars, so many and soomysterious. And T tell
mysell all thesp questions ave too hig for the
little minds of men to answer.” Hea stopped
and pondered, (That is another characteris-
lie—a habit of pondering heavily. When it is
light and you can sce hig face you can actually
gee in the strain of his expre
offort he iy making to think—lo think out
whrtover ia baflling him,) After one ol these
nueer silont inward efforts, e went on—
fHut if there da a God——I say if, my friend,
ifl—and if he made the earth, surely he is
ton goed to have made anything as mean as a

Vet L vl

| iontt

wander yeey mich,

sion the great

helll  Don't you believe ‘hat, my friend?
There i3 no hell?™

Don Bduardo ngreed,

More sileree. Morve pondoring. Then

“But of what good are churches to God,
friend, or to men?  Wa huave turied our
church into & warchouse and woe ave all hetter
off, Why, even the suints on the wall have
gotten futter, Surely they hoave. To-morrow
you laol and you'll see,  Fuapeclally those on
the sama side’ with the potatoes, 1 tell you
belween the rats nnd the gaints it is hard for
a man to make @ Hviog hepp,”

“Are there many raty hers, Don Pranclsen]”

“Wholo armlod of them, Wo have fought

opeit, that you may not feel alone or afraid
during the night”

Ni'm:.\'TNt T
all mighto)

Seven o'clock. (No—not one
The schord way wailing to take breakfast,
The Jofe had long sinee been up, Tt was his
eustom Loorise at 4. There was much to be
lgokad after.
Soon Villa

They cante

and Don Eduarde joined us.
from a “tribunal,” Afterward
Bon Eaduardo teld me about it.

“You remember that little disturbance last
niwlt, when Don IMranesco ordered some-
Lody's pistel taken away from him and the

man Jocked up?  Well, the trial was this
morning.  In the office. Very simple. The
Jofo sat at the desk and the man was

hroueht in.  The Jéfe asked him what he had

to sy, The man said 'nada.” Then the
Jéfe gnid: ‘It is necessary that thers he order

liere.  Nothing but order. The integrity of
all uf us 15 dnvoelved,  1f wyou feel in your
heart that you are henceforth able teo com-
ply, veturn to yvour woik as usual. DBut if
vou feel in your heart that you are not abla
to comply, tell me now, and I shall arramgs
to have you and your family transported this
very day to wherever you wish to go. What
do vou say?' ‘I shall be orderly heneaforth,
mi genecral'  ‘That is well. Go to your
house." ™

W"I-’I SPENT the morning going around the

havienda, How endless it was! Not a
vanch.,  Not a little town. Bul & separate
stalo.

And over it all—never lifting for a second
—that unearthly sense of silent isolation.
Much activity—men on horseback, mule
teams, wagonloads of wheat, serapers. But
all the work peing very stilly. No jangling
of hwrness.  No clang of tools. No talk of
Silenct, Shardows moving in & dream,

How to explain thiv strange, unveal still-
ness that hangs over the hacienda of Canu-
tilln?  Is it but the natural hush of vast,
vipty, low hills stretehing out endlesaly in
clear, high ale?  Or is thoere, too, some euri-
oul repression fn the souls of these people
now living there? The pepression of men mov-
Ing dumbly through unaccustomed tasks?

men.

The oppression of heart of Villistas turned
farmers?

“We have no drinking here, senorita. No
gambling, No disorderly houses. Not even
n baile. Nothing but work—puro trabajo.”

Now and then a workman would come up to
the Jéfe, take off his hat and wait respectfully
until Villa wuald say:

“What now, [riend?’e

“HExouse me, mi general, but shall we put
the tomatoes in the small boxes or in the
large?”

“In the small. Pack them not too closely
and put one box over the gther, with sticks
between, in piles of six."

YEafa bien, mi generall’”

Every time in the two days that any one
came to Villa for aw order—and they came to
liim about everything—he answered them im-
mediately, without a moment's hesitation,
c¢learly, directly, finally, as though he drew all
his orders from seme swift, infallible source.
And I began to understand something of his
power over men, for how surely and how
pratefully even the strong among us respond
to complete decisiveness.

TE WENT into the church—now a wavre-
house, It was swopt clean and piled high
with boxes, crates and sacks. There was a
counter half way aleng the front  And seales.
But high on the sidewalls still hung the saints.
And the altar, big and gilt, was untouched,
hut uncandled, at the room’s end.

We had hardly entered when an old peon
appeared at the door, hat in hand. He came
on the material errand of getting a kilo of
rice, but the surroundings were too much for
his habit-trained, devout old soul. He asked
for a kilo of rice, and then, one eye on the
seale and one eye on the altar, he crossed him-
self. Just then he saw the Jéfe, and, sud-
denly feeling his devotion to have been mis-
placed, he put on his hat. Then, realizing
that was a breach to his general, he took it off
as quickly. Then he put it on to take his rice
and, turning, faced the altar again, and anx-
iously took it off.

“Pobre wiejite’”  (poor little old
smiled Villa, taking it all in. “So good, but
so ignorant,” Then he was serious. “That is
the trouble with all of us, senorita. We are
good people, but we are so ignorant. Where is
the man with the power to lift un my race?”

He sighed, Again that overwhelming sad-

ness. I knew that he had once dreamed of
being that man.

man),

AT DINNELR we had another guest, General
© " Nicolas Fernandez. He had ridden over
with his small son Trom his particular part of
the ranch at San Isidro, on the River Florido,
cighteen leagues distant. He was another of
those silent, sad, sinewy men.

The talk was ranch talk. General Fernan-
dez was having difficalty over some water
right. It was a question of politics; very dif-
fieult,

“Who is your deputy
asked the Jéfe.

“1 don't know."

“These are things you sheuld know, my
friend. We must oceupy ourselves with these
questions now.

i

from over there?

The talk was of crops and catile. Villa said
he wanted to go to Juarez 1o buy “Ginado.”
He asked advice of General Fernandez, of
Den Eduardo and, ves, of me, Aeaid that in-
credible eagerness to be instructed, to be told,
to be advised! And that strained, drinking-in
expression with which he listens, like an
anxious child standine beside the teacher.

General Fernandez thought the Jefe wpuld
do better to oo to Matamoras than to Juarez.
But Dan Eduardo didn’t like Teéxas longhorns
anywhere. And 1 preferred IHerefords. Why
did I prefer Herefords? Why were they better
for him than Holsteins? And what about Jer-
spys?  And what crosses were considered hest
in the United State=?

The talk drifted to great ranchers. Did 1
know the American of the Cadena y Pelayo
ranch, Don Jacolin? (Jacob Sweet.) That one
was a “puro hombre.” “Haee divinidades d
caballo”! (A real man. e does divine things
on herseback.) There was a Gringo to be ad-
mired!

And (eneral Scott! Of all the Americans
he had ever known he liked best (here he
turned with a courieous gesture to Don
Fduardo—*"putting aside for the moment your
friendship, amigo™)—He had liked best Gen-
oral Bcott—"un verdadero solda'o'" (a
soldier).

true

T'THE tine of siesta the seftora and 1 sat
together in the cool of the bedroom-gala.
She was sewine on a bit of thin pink silk.

“What are you making, senora?”

She looked at me uneasily—"un toallita."

“But of such fine material, a doily?"”

She blushed and murmured something
about it being for a friend. We talked of
other things. The servant problem. Very
dificult to get good help on a ranch, She had
two women in the kitchen and twe men to do
nothing but grind for them (evervthing—eorn
for tortillas, wheat for bread is ground by
hand on a metate), and one man to wait on
the table, But neither the food nor the serv-
ice of 1t was as she wanted. And two girls
to talo care of the rooms. But she must con-
stantly see to everything herself. They were
not to be trusted alone to keep everything per-
feetly elean,

We spoke of the Jéfe.

““He seems very sad,” 1 said. “Too sad.”

“How c¢an it be otherwise, seforita, when
ane has suffered s0? Sometimes he tells me a
little of what he has endured, and it is more
than I can bear—just the telling, I would like
you to know some of them, but he would not
wish it. There are things a real man does not
spealk of. But perhaps if vou would ask him,
sefiorita, for example, about his days hiding in
the cave when your army was hunting him—
perhaps—1 don't know—He might say a little.”

We were silent for a while. I could feel her
jonking at me. Then she got up and, opening
the wardrobe with ene of the usual many keys
of the Mexican lady of the houre, she shyly
brought out a bundle of tiny clothes, and, with-
out n word, put it on my lap.

Thera wera almost a doren little dressas of
pink gitk, and a dozen of white linen. All the
same pattern, hut each differently adorned

—

—

with fine handwork. I never knew before (hery
was such an infinite variety of stitches,

“Each little one different,” she whispmd‘
and blushed like a girl.

AUGUSTIN came in shiming with excitement

“We are going to have the target eo.
test! Here is the rifle! But where are the
cartridges?”

Much rumaging through the whole house of
Villa to find any cartridges. Finally we are
off. Augustin and I, the contestants; Villa, ths
senora, Don Eduardo, Margarita and quite 5
gallery of Villistas.

The “blance’” (target) was a white hotle
placed on a stump at twenty-five metres, [
lifted the rifle. But Augustin:

“A moment, sefiorita. Do you not want g
rest the rifle by a tree?”

“But no." The little lad looked very yp.
happy; then after a moment.

“But, senorita, it is necessary that T rest it
by a tree, because I cannot hold it otherwise
1t weighs too much.”

“All right, You rest it, Aupustin, becaws
you are little, but T shall shoot like this be
cause I am big.!! But he was not to be eom.
forted.

“Please, seniorita, do me the favor to rest it
on the tree—you, too—so that we shall be
equal in the contest.”

Is it a disgrace, 1 wonder, for a grown wom.
an to be outshot by a child of nine, when that
child happens to be the first-born son of Fran.
cigeo Villa?

Then the Jefe challenged Don Eduardo to a
pistol contest. A bottle, still at twenty-five
metres. Don Eduardo shot first. Villa's pis
tol. Even the Jéfe was impressed. He turned
to me, his eves shining with pleasure at his
friend's prowess.

“Carai! Senorita Que huenos tiros estos
((Gee, what good shots!)

Then the Jéfe. Good shooting. But no bet-
ter than Don Eduardo’s—perhaps not guite as
good.

“Fstoy viejo” (I am old) he murmured when
we were going back through the dusk., (Heis
forty-four.) Again the sadness.

Gl ILL you not tell me of some of the
hard tasks wvou have accomplished in
vour ten years of revolution, mi General?"

“Ah, sefiorita, a man does not talk of those
things."”

“Well, will you not tell me why you fought
{for ten years?”

“That is simple, senorita. I first went into
revolution because life was insunportable for
the low people during the time of Diaz—and
1 was of the low people. I followed the little
Madero. Then he was killed by Huerta. And
I overcame Huerta. Then was Carranza, But
nothing was better for the low people. Noth-
ing had yet been won. So I kept on fighting
until—well—now Carranza is dead and’"—

“How do you feel about the death of Car-
ranza?’

His face darkened—"*Una mancha barbara!
a horrible stain that will defile the history of
my poor country forever.” Again that ponder.
ing. Then

“Well, he is dead. And the patria needs
peace. DMore than anything elze the patria
needs peace. So I have quit fighting. 1 ama
farmer. When T thought it was best for my
people T would not guit fighting. Amnd when
I thought it was best for my people I would
not g0 on fighting."

“How many batties have you been in, mi
General?"

“Of battles, senorita—and by that 1 shall
mean c¢ombats where at least one hundred
men were left on the field—over one thou-
sand and three hundred. [ have had lock,
eh?!”

“Never wounded?”

“0Oh, yes, of course. T have a bullet here
And here. And here. And here. And in thi
leg—mnot so lucky—ithree. And the last time,
three different places. When we reach the
house I shall show you why I shall never walk
well again and why I have pain without end-
ing."”

“That was when the Americans came in?”

o

“Will you tell me about that—about your
lying in a cave so long? 1 have heard anout
it, but"——o

“There is not much to tell, senorita, After
the hattle of Herrero, where 1 was wounded
—amnyleg, as 1 told von, broken in three places—
I disbanded what was left of my forees, that
they might eseape witheut the burden ef me
And with two men only—both my first cousing
—1I ran for the higher hills to a secrét cave
I knew. We reached it just in the nick of
time 1o hide, it without a moment to get
food. We had with us only three kilos of
vice and one and one-half kilos of sugan
And we lay there thirty-thres days, sefonft
Thirty-three days with nothing to eat bal
three kilog of rice and one and one-helf kilos
of supgar among three men! Luckily, there
was water in the cave, and water is the most
essential. There were in puranii of us 15,000
Carranzistas and 12,000 Americans. On sev
eral different days during the first week we
heard them bealing the brush sll around o4
but so eleverly had nature arranged our hid
ing plies nover-—unless they i

know-—cold
thev suspect & cave. During the second week
1 felt that I was to ddie. And T made m)
cousins swear to build a great fire of hard
wood and buri mie until not a picce of bone
remained. My preat, my only fear, was that §
my dead body might he taken captive to &
foreign country.” A long paase. Then—

ée A 'TER a month of that I thought it sgfu

to try to mo. And I directed my cousins
to build me a stretcher of hranches. On the
thirty-third day they carried me out into the
air of night. Traveling that way, Carry’e
me by night, and hiding me by day, the'-‘:
brought me to the house of a friend. Here
lay some days while they hid food and &l
necessaries in another larger cave, where W8
then retired, but not in agony this time, fof
six weeks more—until 1 was cured. But
cured is hardly the word, as the wound still
pained—almost continually.”

We had reached the house.

“If you would look at my leg, friend, ll;d
vou, senorita, and tell me if you think it will
ever quit its aching.'

Again that childlike confidence in ont poot
knowledge. Like a little boy, he pulled up bl
corduroy trousers leg, and the white coted

(Continued on page fowr)




